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Kc made a blufoing citall of himfelfe. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As if he mattered there a double Ip irk 
Of teaching, and-of learning inftantly : 

There did he paufe,butkt me tell the worlds 
If he out-live the envy of this day, 

England did never owe £b fweete a hope. 

So much mifconftred in his wantonnefle. 

Hot. CofinjI thinke thou art enamoured 
On his follies : never did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wild at liberty : ' 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a. Souldiers arme, 

*£hathe fhall fhrinke under my courtefie. 

Arme, arme with fpeede,and fellow Souldiers, friends. 

Better conftder what you have to doe. 

That I that have not well the gift of tongue, : ■ 

Can lift your blood up with perlwafion. Enter a meffengtr, 
Meff. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read them now, 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is fhortj 
To fpend that fhortnefie bafely , were too long : 

If life did ride upon a Dials poynt, 

' Still ended at the arrivall of an ho wer. 

And if we live, we live to tread on Kings : 

If die , brave death,when Princes die with us. 

Now for our coiifciences, the armes.is faire, 

When the intent forbearing them is juft 
JldeffMy Lord,prepare,the King comes on apace, 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

Tor I profeffe not talking, only this, , 

Let each man doe hisbeft ; and here draw I /a Sword, 

"Vhofe temper I intend to ftaine 
With the beft blood that I can mcete withall. 

In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now efperance Tercy^iiA fet on, 

Sound all the lofty inftruments of warre. 

And by that tnuficke,1et us all imbrace;. 
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Enter another. 



M.j.cnrj we i xmrtp. 

For heaven to earth , fome ofus never lhall 
A fecond time doe fuch a courtefy. 

Heerethej embrace, the Trumpets found, the King enters with 
his power .alarum to the battelli then enter Dowglas,^;?^ Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

®/#.Whatisthy name that in Battell thus thou croffeft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke upon my head ? 

H-Dow.Know then my name is Dowg/as, 

Audi doe haunt theein the battell thus, 

Becaufe fome tell me , that thou art a King. 

Blunti They tell thee true. 

DowUheLordofStafforddcateto daybath bought 
1 hy likeneffe: for inftead ofthee. King Harry , 

This Sword hath ended him , Co fhall it thee, 

Unleffe thou yeeld thee as aprifoner. 

Blunti was not borneto yeeld,thou proud Scot, 

And thou (halt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Staffords death. , 

T hey fight. Dowglas kiis Blunt • then enters Hotjpur . 

Hot. O Dowglas l hadft thou fought at Halmfdonthus, 

I never had triumpht over a Scot. 

Dow.AYs done,al’s won, here breathleffe lies the King. 
Hot: Where? Dow. Heere, 

f^f.This ‘ Dowglas ? No, I know, this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was^is name was ‘Blunt; 

Semblably fiirnifht like the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ahfoole, goe with thy fbule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought to© deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 
Dw.Now by my Sword,I will kill all his Coates; 

Tie murder all bis Wardrop , piece by piece, 

Untill I meet the King. Hot. Up and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand fall fairely for the day. 

tAlarum , Enter Falfiaffe foists, 

TW/.Though I could fcape fhor-free at London , I feare the 
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